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Fun Week by Week. 

By THE Party ON THE Spor. 
Wednesday.—Convulsions in Europe! The Kaiser has discarded 
the upward turn of his moustache and turned it down. All the 
caricaturists of the world are busy scratching out the upturned ends 
in their sketches and putting in the reversed ends in all sorts of 


incorrect ways. 
UP AND DOWN. 


The Kaiser wears a regal frown 
As deadly as a Krupp, 
And ever since his lip bore down 
The Kaiser’s turned it up. 
And every imitative pup 
Would twist his like ‘‘ the crown,” 
But now the Kaiser's turned it up 
And means to turn it down. 


As soon as I had recovered the shock, made the best of my way over 
the Students’ Exhibition at the Birkbeck School of Art. Down to 
Birmingham for the Musical Festival in the afternoon, and back to 
dinner at the Hotel Cecil with Lord Hopetoun—P.P.C. 


Thursday.—Took the new Federal Guard down to Windsor and 
round to Oxford; saw Lord Hopetoun off for Federal Australia ; ran 
down to Bridgewater and helped Lord Brassey unveil a statue to 
Blake, then round to the Nottingham Goose Fair—a soaker of a day 
all the time. 

‘DE GOOSE-TIBUS.”’ 


It rained as though ’twould never cease 
At Nottingham Goose Fair, 

And one observed that many geese 
Had been collected there ; 

And some there sang or trumpet blew, 
And there cried ‘‘ police,” 

And most of them got quite wet through— 
Oh, there were lots of geese ! 





ee 


Friday.—Brought the Duke of York home from Fochabers early 
this morning. Got in without waking the missus. After breakfast 
took Colonel Hore home to Leamington—had arranged a hearty 
reception for him. Dined at the Whitefriars Club with Winston 
Churchill, A. G. Hales (the thunder and lightning war corre- 
spondent), and Mark Twain. Afterwards to the Playgoers’ annual 
meeting, where we got rather busy. Joined theclub myself, because 
it was so '‘ nice and quiet”! Was dragged down to Welbeck Abbey 
in the middle of the night. This ‘ historic pile” had caught fire 
Somehow. I was wanted to help put it out. 


Saturday.—Down to Friar’s Crag, Keswick, to help Mrs. Severn 
Unveil the memorial to Ruskin. Took a deputation of the Nice 
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municipal authorities down to Eastbourne to inspect sanitary 
arrangements. Cordially greeted. 


A FRIENDLY DRAIN. 


Oh, never may the nations cease 
Exchanging compliments ! 
A deputation’s come from Nice, 
Sent out to deal with scents. 
On sanitary science bent 
And borne on boats and trains, 
They’ve been received with compliments 
And shown the Eastbourne drains. 


Got among demonstrators in the afternoon—the waiters in Hyde 
Park and the musicians at the Bedford Hotel. 

Sunday.—Went over to Paris and saw Tod Sloan do his first 
continental win at Longchamps, and, while I was about it, made 
my way over to Cape Town and assisted at the embarkation of the 
C.1.V.’s. 

Monday.—Went to see the Dairy Show at the Agricultural Hall 
in the morning, tasted much butter and cream—was not well in the 
afternoon, but bucked up in the evening to go over to Bermondsey 
and start the electric light for them. 

Tuesday.—Great event of the day—perhaps even of the week, 
nay, of the year—sale of Oom Paul’s hat and pipe. Passed the 
evening with City Solicitor, practising the mode of paying the 
Courts of Justice quit rent—such being chopped faggots and horse- 
shoe nails. 

A LITTLE RENT. 

With faggot chips and horse-shoe nails 

The City Solicitor’s sent 
(And, ‘‘at his peril,” never fails) 

To pay the Law Courts rent. 
Oh, you and me and them and they 

Need wait no coming ships, 
If we our yearly rent could pay 

With horseshoe nails and chips ! 

THe Sporrer. 








No Loafer Need Apply. 
“T viut lofe you vith true lofe, my own ! 
I vill lofe you more vell as my life! 
You vill hafe the best lofer as effer vas known, 
O my lofe, if you'll joost be my vife!”’ 
Thus Count Hans to the merry Mill May: 
But she drew from his side with a jerk. 


“Wed a LOAFER? Not me! Do you think I’m a jay? 
I shall marry a chap as can work!” 


o 


Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and agedressed envelope. 
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Army. 
ReENown'b Lord Roberts now receives supreme command 
A fitting culmination to a grand career, 
To him the Nation's highest honours we must hand! 
All hearts beat high with joy, at welcome news we hear. 


He will devote five years, in evening of his days, 

To duty still, the ‘“‘ service ’’ which he loves so well ! 
Reform, and train the army in all modern ways ; 

That “ Octopus”’ red tape, to grapple with, and quell. 


In ‘‘ Cabinet’ Lord Roberts now a seat should hold 
To aid reform in ** Army Civil Service Work,” 

E’en like the famous Wellington, a statesman bold, 
To use that precedent our rulers need not shirk. 


‘‘ By Heaven's blessing, and great valour of his troops,”’ 
A conflict holding threat of ‘‘ peril” to the State, 
By vast unflagging energy which never droops, 
Is changed into ‘‘ success” assured, complete—though late. 


This war the Empire’s noble spirit did evoke, 

And bound us with our Colonies.in rivets fast ; 
Anent our sacrifices sore, we must not croak, 

For tie we gain of cherish’d love, which aye will last. 


Renown'd Lord Roberts will be welcomed by his Queen, 
Reward for grand results by highest genius gain’d: 

See London will put forth her pageantry, and sheen 
To greet our Chief, who Britain’s honour hath maintain’d. 





New Commander-in-Chief of the British 
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WINS EASILY. 








Of ‘‘ Kandahar ”’ famed Victor, in historic page! 
A strong magnetic power his ‘‘name.’’ has for our race; 
With Wellington and Nelson link’d in every age, 
Great Hero of our Empire, through all time, all space ! 
J. H. OAKLEY. 
Dee 








A Fishy Invention. 


A SCHEME kas been patented for the manufacture of artificial 
pearls, and other ladies’ ornaments, from the scales of fish. Large 
orders for fish scales have been received at Yarmouth and other 
fishing stations from France, and the said scales are to be 
slightly salted, and packed and exported in tins-. No particu- 
lars have yet come to hand as to the methods of converting 
the thin flat scales into solid round pearls, but the idea is expe 
to open up a wide field of enterprise in other and like directions 
Some individuals of saving propensities are already hoarding UP 
their perriwinkle shells in the hope of their being some day 
profitably utilised, while others have been worrying us W! 
inquiries about acompany said to be in formation for making paper 
from heads and tails of shrimps. Lastly, there comes along 








imbecile who asks us if the importers of the material, °F the | 


purchasers of the manufactured pearls, can be correctly described #8 
scaly customers. 


—— 





















——— 


OcroBER 16, 19°0. ar LAN 193 


—— _ 2 : - , ” . sania ate a 
SS - 


Kruger’s Cast-off Clothing. 


(At Stevens’ auction sale, a hat worn 
by Kruger brought £25, and a briar pipe 
smoked by the ex-President brought 84 
guineas.—Daily Papers. } 
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Now, poor old Kruger’s lost his trade 
By some unthought-of blunder ; 
The Presidential game is played | 
And lost ;—what next, I wonder ? | o 


Why, still there’s left for him, I’m told, 
One honest:o¢cupation ; 
When hats and pipes for gain are sold 
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Behold—a hat the hero buys, | oe a 
The cost ?—ten bob is plenty, ve: 
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But eager purchasers arise 











At sovereigns five-and-twenty. vi >. Dace wasew jeer or i 
And briars, dear at anything ° A HAEN BACH js 
When others have revoked ’em, 3 
Hight guineas and a-half will bring ae 
If Kruger once has smoked ’em. fe ag 
4 2) 
A fortune made by striking ile OF $i thi fat 
By no means is a slow thing ; “ee Qvryy comin a} 
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Tired of Standing. 


(The lay—or the “‘ sit down ’’—of the 
successful candidate. | 
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I’m tired of this yelling and shouting, | 
Of making great speeches and spouting ; 
For, tho’ it’s a bit of an outing, | 
It’s also a bit of a pest. | 
And, now I have had the full measure | 
Ofall this most arduous pleasure, 
I'll sit in the House at my leisure, 
Enjoying a well-earned rest. 





For if, when, by turmoil I’m shaken, 
My seat in the House I have taken, 
No measures my interest waken 
From slumbers profound and sweet, 
Just think of the hurry and scurry : 
Recall all this terrible worry, 
The sleeplessness of it, the flurry— 
Who wouldn’t say thanks for a seat ? 
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Disowned. 
Wit APoLoaieEs To Mr. W.S. GILBERT. 


[At the-Peace Congress in Paris, Mr. 
¥ W. T. Stead apologised for being an 
Englishman. ] 


Because of his orations 
To many other nations, 

| He is no Englishman, 

| He is no Englishman ! 


























To What Base Uses! 


[A firm of brewers has taken to 
| advertising its liquor on the national | : ; 
flag.— Daily, Papers.] | 4 


THE flag that waves o’er many lands | L’ENTENTE CORDIALE. 

Unstained by wrong or fear, , * 

The Hens that joins our outstretched Bounder from Bayswater (thinking she ‘won't understand ).—“ I 
ands 


1 
: : ughty.”’ 
With brothers far and near ; awfully naughty 








’m afraid you're 


‘Tis sad to think that it should be | La Belle Parisienne (who happens to have been at a Brizton school).—' Say 
| An eyesore to the brave and free— delightfully—naughty t” 

; |y =A thing used most ingloriously 

For advertising beer |! 
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A SWEET PAIR. 
‘‘ What sort of pear do you like best, dear? ”’ 


‘Oh, a William.” 


‘* A sweet William ?”’ 
‘Yes, very sweet.” 


‘* Pared, dear? ”’ 


‘No, but I hope to be (paired) soon.” 


Immovable. 
Srrk Wici1am Harcourt :— 


Say, Henry, but this job is stiff, 
For all our easy talking— 

Against us looms this blesséd cliff, 
And keeps us backward walking. 

This rolling-stone still gathers moss, 
It’s growing weight will prove it— 

And, though we’re getting hot and cross, 
Ahead we cannot move it. 

The news men bring us from the polls 
Is positively freezing. 

And still this stone upon us rolls 
In manner most unpleasing. 

This work is like to cost us dear 
Despite our feigned affront’ry— 

It’s really not the time of year 
For “ going to the country ”’ ! 











I knew, of course, it was a “‘ do,”’ 
That Cecil meant to “ rush” us— 
In fact, this stone is likely to 
Roll over us and crush us. 

Still, shove away for all you’re worth, 
Let Britain think we trust her— 
For when of strength you're quite bereft 
There’s nought to do but bluster ! 


Sir Henry CAamMpBELL-BANNERMAN :— 


Yes, Bill, I fancy in the shade 
We shall be forced to tarry ; 
And I am very much'afraid 
This weight we canrot carry. 
We roll it up a little way— 
Our hopes were always humble, 
But, oh, it doesn’t roll to stay, 
And back again we tumble. 
I’ve — sweet William, till I’m 
tired, 


Ambiguous evasion— 
It has not the effect desired 
On this supreme occasion. 
The mantle that great Gladstone 
dropped 
Seemed meant for me precisely ; 
Said I, ‘‘ His toga I’ll adopt, 
‘Twill suit my figure nicely!” 
But he was of athletic build, 
And born to be a “ stumper,” 
While I’m, though with like ardoy, 
filled, 
Considerably plumper. 
He might have rolled this stone anew 
Up ways however hilly— 
But, bless my life, J puff like you; 
And aren’t you puffing, Billy? 


Sir WILLIAM HARcouRT :— 


Hush, hush, speak lower, Joe will 
hear ! 

And then what jibes facetious ; 

We must prepare a plan, that’s clear, 
Fallacious p’raps, but specious. 

We should have rolled this stone 

away— 

If—well—if fad and treason 

Had not been, as they are to-day, 
So very out of season. 

A “local option” lever might 
Have sent it gaily rolling— 

But “strength of character’s ’’ not quite 
The strength that we’re controlling, 

If big fine words had had effect, 
Our task would now be ended— 

For it is well to recollect 
Our words were really splendid. 

In Peace, Retrenchment, and Reform, 
We tried to find salvation— 

But though we raise a tea-cup storm 
We didn’t raise the nation. 

So we must blame the “ Register” 
For age and other crimes, Sir, 

And with our Oracles confer | 
And wait for better times, Sir! 


Sirk Henry CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN :— 


I think I see your little game— 
Although we’ve both been “ muff- 
ing 99 
You will not take a bit of blame, 
But still continue bluffing. 
I’m sure your clever, tricky plans 
Proclaim a learned thinker— 
If ‘‘ ifs and ans were pots and pans’ 
It’s you would be a tinker. 
This stone we cannot roll, and though 
We knew we had no chances— 
We’ll blame our failure, don’t you 
know, 
To—curious circumstances, 
‘‘Wemight have done it, say, 1n June, 
Or March, or February— 

But, oh, October was too soon . 
And hence comes our quandary ! 
Had we the strength, had we the 

mind— 
To think of it’s consoling— 
We'd leave our rivals far behind 
At up-hill-boulder-rolling. _ 
But as we've neither mind 10 
strength, ; 
Well, — “‘ goodness — gracious — 
mussy”’ ! 
We naturally find at length 
Our task was sisy-fussy. 












— 











Dr. CxaRk for fifteen years prided him- 
self as the centre of Light, as Wick | 
the centre of Grease. “Out! out! brie 
candle!’’ was the order of Caithness 
‘“Dowse the glim!”’’ §o shines 4 


Clark in a naughty world! 
niente 
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AIN’T IT?” 


US, 
(Yor Cartoon Verses, see page 124.) 
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The “Fun” Club. 
EIGHTEENTH MEETING. 

Tire club was filled to overflowing. The Government majority 
came early, and took its stand for the Empire in the centre of the 
room. Lord Salisbury congratulated everybody and everybody 
congratulated Lord Salisbury; while the Liberal parties stood 
whispering calumnies against the private reputation of Mr. Cham- 
berlain in every hole and corner they could find. Mr. Chamberlain, 
however, wore a new and wonderful orchid and a cheerful smile, 
and laughed so heartily when he heard what they were saying that 
Mr. Philip Stanhope went almost mad with envy, hatred, and 
malice. Mr. Hall Caine and Miss Marie Correlli played at 
Christians among the Political Lions present, and were very 
amusing indeed. Mr. Winston Churchill and Captain Lambton 
discussed Ladysmith, while Sir Wilfrid Lawson talked water- 
cures and how to recover from them with Sir William 
Harcourt. Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman smiled in a manner so 
artificially cheerful that tears of pity rose to the eyes of all 
beholders. Several Liberal Imperialists took Fun aside, and asked 
him if he knew of a respectable and reliable Leader prepared to 
lead them to victory, and Fun said that he would think about it in 
five years time and let them know. Mr. William Allan and Mr. 
Goschen discussed old times and battleships; while Lord Lans- 
downe and Lord Cross talked cabinets, and how to reconstruct 
them. Mr. John Burns and Mr. Keir Hardie discussed democracy 
and how to tickle the long ears of the groundlings with the straw 


~ ae 
“ The people’s votes he thought to win 

Beyond the slightest doubt— 
He thought that we should find him in— 

But we have found him out.” 


‘Not so bad,” said Lewis Morris, “‘ considering !” 

“T beg your pardon?” said the Laureate, with his haughtiegt 
stare. 

“Don’t mention it,’”’ cried the last of the Bards. 

‘‘ Extraordinary thing that election at Derby,” said Mr. Balfour, 
“Most unexpected. After turning Harcourt out, too, One would 
have thought we should have held it for all time!” 

‘Oh, I don’t know,” murmured Mr. Chamberlain. ‘So long ag 
they are not represented by Harcourt the people of Derby don’t 
much care who represents them.”’ 

“You said something like that in the course ‘of your electora] 
campaign, didn’t you?” asked Lord Salisbury. 

‘Your Lordship is too good really to remember my poor words, 
Yes, I did make a little jest—a poor thing but mine own, I said 
that Harcourt made Derby Tory, and that if he stopped long enough 
in Wales he would make Wales Tory too.” 

“ Very good, very good, indeed. I must make a note of it,” 
cried the Premier, laughing heartily. 

‘Yes, Now,I come to think of it, is amused my family. In fact, 
a young friend of mine wrote a poem on it,” said the Colonial 
Secretary. ‘ Here, Jesse, just recite that little thing of yours!” 

‘Oh, I couldn’t, really,” said Mr. Collings, blushing very prettily, 
‘‘ T have such a cold, really—and I haven’t brought my music, I 
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that shows which way the wind blows; while Mr. John Havelock mean, my notes—and—— mn p 
Wilson sat gloomily in a cornerand wondered when he could get up ‘Never mind, Salisbury will excuse you,” said the Head of his 


another strike. While all around the air buzzed with electoral | Family, encouragingly. 
bon mots and otherwise. | ‘¢ [know I shall break down,” said Mr, Collings, ‘‘ I know I shall, 

“Yes,"’ said Sir William Harcourt, ‘‘ Lawson’s defeat certainly | butif you will have it, I call it :— 
surprised me. I should have thought that if there was one thing | “ie Cocky-LEEKY MAN. 
nom maga catch votes it was Temperance Reform. Why | “‘ Harcourt Derby represented— 

‘*Oh, bother Wales! ’’ said Mr. Chamberlain. D we gsr ly a = 

‘Sir,’’ said the illustrious Taffy, ‘I will not bother Wales, and | Sistas "2 Tory 

’ ita y ’ 7% wey n - ’ . ? . 
ae sure Wales will never be bothered by you—or your | Harcourt paid to Wales a visit, 
‘* But talking of Lawson,” said Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman, | S — oe 4 'o lingo— 
‘don't you think these temperance reformers are too intemperate "a thee ny woe Hore bid Ji 9 
for the English taste? A little temperance, of course, I should be NGIOS Tay SURES YATES SengO | 
the last to disparage. I should wish to meet the views of every- seis 
body, as far as possible.”’ 

‘‘H’m,”’ said Sir William, ‘‘and a pretty mess you'll make of it. 
You must go the whole animal, you know, or you’ll find yourself 
out of it, you will, indeed !”’ 

“I’m not much on temperance myself,’’ said Mr. Herbert 
Gladstone; ‘‘at the same time we shall miss Sir Wilfrid—there is a 
scarcity of humorists in our party.” 

‘** People with a sense of humour are always Conservative,’’ said 
Lord Salisbury ; ‘‘ I don't see how it could be otherwise! ”’ 

‘Talking of Lawson,” said the Poet Laureate, feverishly, for he 
saw that he might miss his opportunity if the subject was changed ; 
‘I did a bit of verse on him, which I shall have much pleasure in 
reading to you. I call it:— 
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‘THe BaLLAD oF Loca OpTION. 


“Sir Wilfrid was a fighter bold, 
A fighter bold was he— 

He so loved water, we are told, 
His thoughts were all at sea. 


‘He'd for a Little England pray, 
All spiritless and glum— 

His views of life were, so to say, 
Though rumless, very rum. 


‘‘With many a too facetious wink 
Upon the pubs he’d frown— 

He talked of little else but drink, 
And longed to put it down. 


‘From jesting he would never cease— \ 
‘Joe Miller’ was his vice, y= | / \Z= 
He'd never give us any peace 45 Yf All 
But ‘ peace at any price.’ <= | SS 
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‘** His views he freely advertised Z== yi SS 
Upon the Afric’ War— — = 

For in Oom Paul he recognised 
A worthy Brother Bore. 


‘He thought that he was safe, ’tis said, 
His rivals all to beat-~ 

But first of all he lost his head. 
And now he’s lost his seat. 


——_—- 


HIRE AND HIGHER. 
He.—* You know, Dora, we could easily furnish a home on the 
hire purchase system, couldn’t we now?” 
She.—‘“‘I suppose so, Reggie, for only this morning I heard pe 
say everything was on the higher system now because of the war! | 
——— 
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‘‘ Harcourt every cause espouses 
With an ardour histrionic— 
Soon he plays to empty Houses, 
Such is William’s fate ironic. 
Many chins has Harcourt! What ho! 
When he stands Fame’s Temple's porch in, 
This, I think, will be his motto: 
Harcourt’s ‘face’ was Harcourt’s ‘ four chin.’” 


“Very pretty,” murmured the Premier, ‘very pretty and very 
appropriate, but a leetle personal, don’t you think ?” 

‘‘A little personal!’’ shouted Mr. Chamberlain, “and you say 
that after the way I have been treated by our opponents right 
through theelection? After Philip Stanhope’s infamous calumnies! 
Oh, this is too much.” And the great Minister tore his hair with 
vexation. 

“My dear fellow,’”’ said the head of the Cecils, nervously, ‘I 
didn’t mean it, really. I wouldn’t hurt your feelings for worlds,” 
and the Prime Minister wrung his hands and the hands of his 
illustrious colleague till the tears came into both their eyes. 

‘“] think Captain Lambton’s defeat was the most remarkable 
event of the election,”’ said Mr. Balfour; ‘1 do, indeed.” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Lord Lansdowne; ‘‘he spoke very 
disrespectfully of me, and my popularity at the present moment is 
really immense. The way I managed to put 200.000 men in the 
field has hit the public taste. It appeals to the popular imagina- 
tion !”’ 

‘‘T shouldn’t have thought it,’’ snapped Mr. Chamberlain. 

‘‘No more should I, but I find it isso! When I saw howI had, 
so to speak, caught on, I was thunderstruck,” said the Minister for 
War. 

‘You'll be more thunderstruck when you see how you’re switched 
off,’ muttered the only Joe, sotto voce. 

“Of course, Lansdowne may be right, for once,’’ said Mr. Balfour, 
with a look of philosophic doubt. ‘ But I really think the cause of 
Lambton’s defeat was due to the people's patriotism.” 

“Here! here!” said Mr. Kipling. “Iam working on a new 
Barrack-room Ballad, which will deal with the matter; the refrain 
will run somewhat in this fashion :— 


*¢Oh handy man—right handy man— 
We know you very well— 
To save your blooming country you would storm the ‘ gates of hell’! 
But handy man—too handy man, 
This time you'll have to pack— 
How dare you dance a horn-pipe on the Union Jack?”’ 


“Good!” said Mr. Chamberlain, ‘‘ very good. But don’t you 
think Union Jack as an expression is obsolete. The ‘ Union’ is all 
right, but ‘Jack ’—such an ordinary name.” 

“You would suggest ?’ hinted Sir William Harcourt. 

“ Well, it’s hardly for me to make the suggestion, but ‘Joe’ is a 
very popular patronymic at the present moment!” 

During the momentary consternation that followed this modest 
proposal, Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman joined the group. 
“Here, I say, you fellows,”’ shouted the great leader, ‘‘ what do you 
think people are saying. They say that I ‘wobble,’ and that I 
‘sit on the fence’! ” 

“And don’t you?” cried Mr. Chamberlain. 

“‘ Never,” said the baronet, haughtily. ‘‘ Never! 
position in some verses, which I will read to you :— 


“« Oh, how can they say that I ever have wobbled— 
They know I’m a steady respectable man. 
But the Press of the country, I fear, has been nobbled, 
And truth seemed to cease when the voting began. 
I’m staunch and consistent and thoroughly good, 
And my country I’ve served at my country’s expense ; 
In a ‘ place’ I would certainly sit if I could— 
But I never, no never, will sit on a fence.” 


Having recited this verse with a faltering voice, the poor gentle- 
man had hysterics, and had to be carried to bed. 

“Did you hear of that fatal duel in France?” asked Lord 
Salisbury. 

“I always said those duels were dangerous,” said Lord Rosebery. 
Met there’d be an accident some day, and that someone would 

e hurt!” 

“TI did a verse or two on the subject,” said Mr. Andrew Lang. 

“T call it :— 


I’ve put my 


‘‘A BALLADE OF THE UNEXPECTED. 


“ Strange news we’re hearing every day, 
And rumours come and rumours go— 
South Africa and China may 
Be ruled by Bannerman and Co.— 
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And Harcourt yet may boss the show— 
And Kensit at the Empire dance — 

No idle tale’s absurd—for, oh! 
There's been a fatal duel in France.” 


But information arriving that the final results of the elections 
were coming in on the tape, the audience waited to hear no more, 
and the meeting stood adjourned. 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


Tue Lyceum Theatre has been reopened by Mr. William Mollison 
with a new drama redolent of khaki, virtue, and villainy, and 
entitled For Auld Lang Syne. It was rather hard to locate the 
title, which was of very small importance. The first scene is a 
lonely farm on the veldt, in the vicinity of Camberley, South 
Africa. An old Adelphi melodramatic favourite, whose histrionic 
lot is villainy’s pourtrayal, is garbed in khaki and apparently off 
duty. Heis smoking a pipe and taking it very easy. According to 
his melodious utterances he is deeply enamoured of someone within 
strumming upon a piano a pretty composition which has not been 
heard in public for years, and is known by the name “ Gently.”’ 
One began to speculate as to the character of the part to be played 
this time by Mr. W. L. Abingdon, who was named in the bill as 
Captain Carey. It soon transpired that inveiglement of the virtuous 
maiden was his quarry and only too easily attained. Then the 
Boers attack the place and capture Captain Carey. Subsequently 
the Boer Cornet tells him he is to be shot. He saves his life by 
agreeing to lead a traitorous Englishman, Haylett Bird (Mr. 
Mollison), into Camberley for the purpose of assassinating the 
Governor (Lord Estcourt), to whom the Boers attribute the inven- 
tion of ‘‘Imperialism!’’ This nefarious bargain is accomplished 
and Bird shoots his man, only to become horror-stricken at 
learning he has slain his brother, whom he has not met 
for more than twenty years. Bird is equally oblivious as to the 
whereabouts of his daughter, who appears upon the scene as 
ambulance nurse and also to reclaim a dissipated scion of nobility, 
played by Mr. Leonard Boyne. The daughter was in infancy 
deposited upon the threshold of a public-house kept by Mrs, Ingram, 
who christened the child Dawn Ingram. Lord Estcourt has made 
a will in her favour, and entrusts the document to Captain Carey. 
The latter seeks to get rid of his earlier victim, Mary Gale, and to 
ingratiate himself with Dawn Ingram. He endeavours to fix his 
betrayal of Mary Gale upon the Earl of Fellsdale, and engender an 
estrangement between him and Dawn Ingram. Hisplans miscarry, 
and his existence is terminated by his own hand, to the evident 
satisfaction of all concerned. The entire piece is a melodramatic 
medley of very inferior construction. Miss Lily Hanbury looks very 
nice in her ambulance nurse costume, and her acting throughout is 
acceptable and sweetly impressive. Miss Irene Rooke makes the 
most of Mary Gale, the betrayed maiden. Fanny Brough struggles 
to impart humour into the business, with the help of Mr. C. H. 
Thornbury as Private Buxey. The scenery and mounting are well 
up to the mark, and all the players collaborate excellently enough. 
The play lacks incident and thrilling climax. The introduction of 
the khaki*°element may probably procure for it some amount of 
favour with the playgoing public. 

















Election Mems. 


Jon’s all right and Salisbury, too; 

Tis a fearful wreck of the Radical crew. 
Kruger looks on with tears in his eyes, 
Steyn says, ‘‘ My gracious, what a surprise!” 


“TI should like to know why you pelt me with rotten eggs?” 
demanded the candidate, fiercely. 

“To show that you’re ‘in bad odour’ with us!” shouted the 
audience. 


A Parliamentary candidate, having concluded his speech, was 
about to, sit down when someone inadvertently—or perhaps 

urpogely—moved his chair, with the result that he sat on the floor. 
When the laughter that this incident provoked had subsided, 
the candidate good-humouredly remarked :— | 

“Though I’ve lost one seat, I feel pretty confident that I’ shall 
gain the more important one—a seat in the House!” a statement 
that was received with cheers. 

An old countryman on being asked why he didn’t vote at the 
General Election, replied :— 

‘Why shoud Oi go moiles out of me way to wote for nawthin’? 
There be no indoocement to wote straight nowadays, not even a 
drink or a bit o’ ’baccy ’angin’ on to the end o’t, like there was 
in the good old times!” 
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FUN i OCTOBER 16, 1999, | 


“On Things in Genera)” 
By Mr. “ Foun’s ” WASHERWoman, 


I Troup you larst week that we meant 
to keep Lord Salisbury’s colours a-flyin’ 
an’ we’ve done so; they’re now aflyin’ | 
‘igher thanever. Hurray! To slightly 
alter a popular song—‘‘ Wot do on 
think of the ‘ Little Englanders’ now)» 
Not much, eh? I never afore wished 
that I’ad a vote, but I did this time, fo, 
I was burnin’ to show that a woman can 
be as patriotick as a man, an’ a jolly | 
site more so than some wot calls there. | 
selves ‘‘men.” I see that, amongst 
othurs, Sir Wilfrid Lawson ig “ Jef 
out in the cold,” an’ will ’ave to console 
hisself with cold water, wich is the 
result of gettin’ into ** ’ot water,” owing 
to his Boer simpathies. 

Anuther bit of good noos is that the 
C.1.V.’s are on their way ’ome, an’ 
already we’re longin’ to give ’em a welkim 
that will larst all their lives, an’ be torked | 
about by their children long arter the | 
‘eroes thereselves ’ave passed away. The | 
manner in wich they fought must ’aye | 
opened the eyes of othur nashuns to the 
fac’ that a Briton is a Briton, no matter | 
wot ’is path in life may be, an’, as sich, | 
is brave to ’is ’eart’s core. 

By-the-bye, the great questshun is, | 
wot about the Cabinet? Is it to be the | 
old ’un, barrin’ Mr. Goschen, or is it goin’ 
to be repaired a bit ? Pursonally, I think 
it wants a piece of new wood, so to say, | 
let in ’ere an’ there; some parts of the wood 
are decidedly anshunt, not to say wurm- 
eaten, wich is apt to make it a slug-gish 
sort of affair, an’ wot we wants is 4 
strong, go-ahead artikel. 

A lot of pilgrims ’ave started for Rome 
an’ to roam about the Continong gin’rally. 
It’s not at alla bad idear, specially as 
they means to see the Paris Exhibishun. 
“Oh, ’appy band of pilgrims!” Not 
that I means to insinewate they don’t 
go with a religus feelin’, you can be 
religus an’ yet enjoy the beauties of 

Art an’ Nachur. 

They ses that Sir T. Lipton ’as got 
‘‘pork in a corner.’’ All I can say 3s, 
that Sir Thomas ’as never been 4 piggish 
man, but jist the reverse, so if any | 
suffers from ’is cuteness p’r’aps it'll he | 
those who deserves to ve ries 

‘Ave you any faith in ‘‘ Dr.” Dowie, 
THE PHRENOLOGIST. the faith-hoalor ? Anyway, 2 sertia 


Mr, Balfour congratulates the constituencies on the “ state of their polls.” noospaper don’t seem to ’ave, an’ its, 90 
Vide Press to say, ‘* Mail-éd fist” ’as descended | 


on the “ doctor.”’ 
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DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


” 


” 


SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C- 





ANDERSON ’S 
CITY OF LONDON 





OF BEVERY DESCRIPTION. 






” SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 


0 GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 

” TAN GLOSS, or 

- BROWN LEATHER DRESSING, With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to we* 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods, and be sure you get them. 
















